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members of my family, who had not gone through
English schools. My father knew nothing of what I was
doing. I could not, even if I had wished it, interest my
father in what I was learning. For though he had ample
intelligence, he knew not a word of English. I was fast
becoming a stranger in my own home. I certainly
became a superior person. Even my dress began to
undergo imperceptible changes. What happened to me
was not an uncommon experience. It was common to
the majority.

The first three years in the High School made little
addition to my stock of general knowledge. They were a
preparation for fitting the boys for teaching them every-
thing through English. High Schools were schools for
cultural conquest by the English. The knowledge
gained by the three hundred boys of my High School
became a circumscribed possession. It was not for
transmission to the masses.

A word about literature. We had to learn several
books of English prose and English poetry. No doubt
all this was nice. But that knowledge has been of no
use to me in serving or bringing me in touch with the
masses. lam unable to say that if I had not learnt what
I did of English prose and poetry, I should have missed
a rare treasure. If I had, instead, passed those precious
seven years in mastering Gujarati and have learnt
Mathematics, Sciences, and Sanskrit and other subjects
through Gujarati, I could easily have shared the
knowledge so gained with my neighbours. I would have
enriched Gujarati, and who can say that I would not
have, with my habit of application and my inordinate
love for the country and the mother-tongue, made a
richer and greater contribution to the service of the
masses ?